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OKAY, VOU CAN GETTH' 
6VRUP PITCHERS OUT 
OF TH' CUPBOARD AN' 
PUT un Orvl TH' CHOW 
TftBLE- WHILE AH 
FINISH TH' FLAPJACKS . > 




HEV 6US, ONE 0' THESE 
SVRUP PITCHERS IS 
EnPTV,UHAR DO 70U 
KEEP„TH' 5VRUP A 




NATURALL"/, THAT'S FOR TH' 
GUYS THET DON'T LIKE 
SYROP ON THEIR FLftPJACKS .' 
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^Pnto wesilbnt hush of thb 
'—' wildvioobs rides thb m/bhtt 

FIGURE OF MONTF HRLFt COfiBO'i 
ADVBNTURBR 6F THB flBST ! 



I RECKON THIS IS ALL UNEXPLORED.' 
PROSflBLY NOT fl SOUL flROUNP j 
FOR fl HUNCHED 
MILES.' 




I'M iTONflS PUR[7y. BOrflNIST.' 
I'M lOOKINS FOR RARE 
B07ANICAL SPECIMENS.' 



WELL, THAT WAS A SURPRISE. PARP.' 
BUT I RECKON WE WON'T MEET ANY, 
MORE FOIKS M THIS HII 

WHnT--flSAIN? 
I'M BESINNINS TO 
THINK THIS WOODS IS 
CRAMMEP WITH 
PEOPIEJ MAKE 
TRACKS, RARO.' 




«■ MY PA, CLEM POBBINSON.' 
AND MY MA, MIRANPfl.' 



HOWPY.' I ADMIRE BRAVE^ 
FOLKS LIKE you; YOU'RE 
MfiKINe THE WEST 

emm.' 

OHfiS SKY, , 

MISTER.' eOTJ 

, A DEAR BeFiat 

1 ON YOL.' 



OH.YES.SNPMY 

■ BROTHER TOMMY/ , 

HKSHT NOW HE'S fl 

> SUaVH'l iSST WEEK 

Hr WAS H HfllLROBBj 

EN6INEER.a 



STAY 
AND HAVE . 
VITTLES . 
WITH US, 
MONTE .1 J 



I SURE WILL, 

MA P03BINS0N.' 

I'O BE A FOOL TO 

PASS UP THdT 

INVITATION.' 











UNCONSCIOUS .'IF I TAKE TIME TO 
CSSRY THEM fiLL OUT, THE FiR£ 
WILL HfiVE fl CHBNdE TO SPSEfiP 
SND aURN 50WN THE WHOLE ffiaiN. 
BUT I KNOW fl WAV.' 



^^Fnn MONTI reus me full sicsy..,./ now don't 

" y»' " '■' " — ■— — ' „ . - ■.., » .. . J ,ou yvoRRy, 

/> VOU ME»N IHflT MURBERINS "'->/ Mfl/I'LL BE ON 
MAVERICK IS' AFTER OUR LIVES «NP \6UflRD Ofly ANP 

LflNOjflFTER PA SNP ME WORKEB J ■ ■ NISHT.' 

SO HmD...rSOBi.. 





Hl^ -JOB TAKES HIW Tf^AvEIi-isJcr' '*-Ll- 
OVER Th£ COUMTf^-- "^ VvH'^r DOB- 
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IT WAS A-S'Tn-To, the planting moon, and 
all of the tribespeople of the Otapi were 
busy in their fields planting the spring crop 
of maize. Carefully they plowed and loosened 
the rich black soil, then planted the little yel- 
low grains one by one. All of the members ■ 
of the tribe worked at this task; the little 
children, the striplings, the squaws and the 
husky grown warriors. Side by side bent young 
Gray Hawk and his chieftain father Gray 
Eagle. 

Suddenly there was the sound of a horse 
riding up, and the men of the Otapi straight- 
ened, instantly alert. There had been rumors 
of, the Shawanga, a distant plains tribe, going 
on the warpath — and they had to be prepared 
for trouble. But this was no Shawanga. but 
a white farmer. Clad in brown homespun, with 
a shaggy yellow beard that fell to his chest, 
he reined his giant plowhorse m and waved 
a hand in friendly greeting. 

"Howdy," he called. "I'm Tom Cooley, gents. 
Been farming forty acres down near Fort Pat- 
terson ! My corn seed went mouldy in the 
overland trip so I thought I'd come by to see 
if you'd lend ... or sell me some. Soldiers over 
at the fort said you Otapi \yere peaceable!" 

Gray Eagle spoke in reply, his face expres- 
sionless. "We are peaceable, white man, but 
we will not lend or sell you our maize. Why 
should we help you take over our land? No!" 

As the broad-shouldered chief turned away, 
his son caught at his arm. "But father," Gray 
Hawk protested, "this white man is friendly! 
We should be neighborly with him! Let us 
give him enough maize seed to make a first 
crop!" 

Gray Eagle scowled at his impetuous son. 
"No!" he said, "it is our will . . . the will of 
the elders of the Otapi. Now, white man, go!" 

Tom Cooley rode off, disappointed. But late 
that afternoon, when he reached the crude log 
cabin that he called home, he found Giay 
Hawk waiting for him *ith a deerskin filled 
with corn seed. The Indian youth explained 




that he was doing this against the will of the 
elders because he believed it to be right! He 
would accept nothing in payment, but hurried, 
off swiftly through the forest . . . 

When Gray Hawk arrived at the camp of 
the Otapis, he found his father and several, 
other tribesmen waiting for him grimly. "You 
were seen going into the forest carrying a 
heavy deerskin," the chief began. "Where is 
that skin, my son?" 

Silently, the boy held it forward. The chief 
examined it, turned it inside-out. and frowned 
to see several tiny corn seeds drop from its 
creases. "So . . ." he said heavily, "you dis- 
obeyed our will. Gray Hawk ..." 

The youth drew himself up, proudly and 
ram-rod stiff. His eyes scanned the bitter sus- 
picious countenance of his elders. As one, they 
stared at him. "Yes — I did," he replied eagerly. 
"I know that the white men have 'treated us 
badly in the past, but these settlers who have 
begun to farm near Fort -Patterson wish to 
live only in peace. We should help them' and 
live side by side with them! I brought him 
the maize; it was my own. I h^d raised it last 
year. Am I to be punished for that?" 

As he confronted the surly older warriors 
of the tribe, there was a moment of tense 
silence! 

Then, suddenly, a shriek rent the air, and 
an eagle-feathered shaft fell to the ground at 
their feet! It was striped red and black, the 
war token of the Shawanga tribe! Evidently 
the plains warriors had decided to attack! 
Even now they circled the Otapi village, 
stalking behind bushes and scrub trees! Their 
tomahawks were in hand, their arrow notches 
fitted to their taut bowstrings. The tribe was 
in grave danger . . i 

"Quick!" shouted Gray Eagle, "take cover! 
Squaws and papooses in the community tepees! 
You braves— i^get behind those boulders! Hold 
the Shawanga off!" 

Swiftly, the warriors of the Otapi raced to 
do their leader's bidding. 



All thought of his impending punishment 
forgotten, Gray Hawk found himself behind 
a gnarled oak with two other Otapi braves. 
In the forest that surrounded the village 
lurked the war-painted, party of Shawanga 
fighters. Many in number, fierce and powerful, 
they were a dreadful foe. Now the arrows 
began to hiss through the air and the long 
lances with barbs that were like a pickerel's 
backbone! More than one Otapi fighter fell 
forward, choking on his lifeblood, as the Sha- 
wanga braves shouted cruel cries of triumph. 
But the invaders were not going unscathed! 
Again and again, the accurate fire of the Otapi 
archers struck home and Otapi tomahawks 
clove the skulls of those Shawanga wai"riors 
who were unwary enough to venture into wait- 
ing ambushes . , . 

So the battle continued equally as night- 
fall crept over the forest. The Otapi elders 
gathered in worried consultation, leaving a few 
sentries to guard against surprise attacks. "We 
are in deadly peril," husked Gray Eagle. "The 
attack was too sudden — we had no time to 
fetch water or food to the village in special 
stores. If they continue to encircle us we will 
soon run out of water! We will grow weak' 
and they will triumph! They are too many for 
us even now, for several of our young braves 
are off on hunting, trips , . ." , 

Gray Hawk li'fted his head eagerly. "Per- 
haps I could get down to the creek to fetch 
water, father,^' he began. "Or perhaps I might 
even get through the Shawanga lines^ to fetch 
help . . ." 

His father shook his head grimly. "No 
chance of that! They would be too clever — 
too alert, to Jet you pass by. And even if you 
could get through — who could we call upon 
for help? Our hunting parties are too far away. - 
No, we must fight it out ourselves!" 

-So it went! Through the next day and night, 
they fought off the persistent Shawanga at- 
tacks. But now the food was all gone and the 
water too! Already the pangs of thirst were 
beginning to weaken thq tired Otapi braves 
who had been without rest for so long. Now 
the enemy warriors were beginning to gather 
for another deadly assault! Gray Hawk and 
the others could see them flitting through the 
bushes in greater numbers. Evidently they had 
been joined by reinforcements! Could there 
be any stopping them? 



Again a red and black striped arrow streaked 
through the air — and the attack was on! 

But suddenly, as the Shawanga filled the air 
with jubilant boasts of triumph, a new sound 
was heard! 

It was the thin, brassy blast of a trumpet 
— and with it came a storm of blue-coated 
white men! Army troopers from Fort Patter- 
son suddenly blazed through the brush, firing 
their heavy Springfield rifles at the surprised 
Shawanga attackers! Given new hope, the 
Otapi rushed forward, sending deadly volleys 
of arrows at the Shawanga. Caught between 
two merciless attacks, the plains Indians 
wavered, and then, shrieking in fear, fled. A 
few of them were cut down in flight, but the 
others stampeded safely into the forest, leav- 
ing their weapons behind, flung to every 
side ... 

Up rode a white officer, reining in his ex- 
cited bay. 

"Chief!" he shouted, spying Gray Eagle, 
"glad to see we got here in time! We've had 
orders to prevent marauding among the Indian 
tribes in this section — but we sure wouldn't 
have known about this in time to act if it hadn't 
been for Tom Cooley here!" 

He waved a thumb at the big, yellow-bearded 
farmer who ran up, clutching a long musket! 
"Shucks," Cooley exclaimed, "I started to come 
up here yesterday to thank you folks for the 
store of corn the boy left me when I heard 
sounds of a battle. As soon as I saw you were 
being attacked by the Shawanga. I figured 
they'd want to know about it at Fort Patter- 
son. So I hurried over there and the captain 
and his boys volunteered to put a stop to the 
ruckus. I reckon if you really want to thank 
someone. Chief, it'd be the boy yonder!" 

^k LL EYES turned toward Gray Hawk, 
■^™- standing battle-stained and weary. 

The chief put a hand on his son's shoulder 
and said proudly, "It is not the first time we 
owe him thanks for saving our tribe! But this 
time, he has taught us something new— that 
seeds of corn may also be seeds of friendship!" 
THE END 



^//oi4; GRAy HA W K'S ai^vmittrt:t in 1 
M'h^ues of MOISTE HALE WESTERN 



'^TWAB'S »B«6RSmiTMi HE'S PRETTy^. 
IMFtUeHTIAl. AROUNO W>ftK! I'DUKBTO 
6ET IN MIE> GOOD GRACEB ! t KMOW 
WHAT riX ISO ! I'LL MILK HIS COW FOR 
HIA/l i HE'LL BE SO SRKTEFUL HE'LL TELL 
EVERYBODY TO MOTE FOR MC I ^ 




THE WORST f*Rr ABOUT RUNNINS 
TOR OFPtCE 19 ALL THE TIME I 
H«(E TO WiSTE VISITINO THSSE 
FARMERS AMD CHEWINe THE RA6 
WITH THHW SO TVIEY'LL VOmE 
FOR ME i 
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" Achmpter TWO-BfiTTLEAT THE CABIN J ~7 



W OYNSMITS 
FUSE BURNS 
SHORTER ANP 

SHORTIRI 

ONLy SECONDS 

ReMfllN BEFORE 

THE BLHST WU 

SNUFF OUT THE 

LIVES OF MCHTE HALE 

MO THE PIONEER 

FfiMILt: 

mo TH£1 AFtE 

UN/m/tRe OF 

THEIR POC-Ml 




I'M ON TO HIS TRICKS NOW,' 
JUMP, PARDNER.'Clsrm 

THE STINSINS NETTLES 
flNP WE'RE SAFE.' 




'tUT TO THE BOTANIST, A TtUTMCCUM 

'ems /mm mmts's prcscncej 




SLOWS 




AmmCA'S CRUSAdh 

Of 

lAWANDOWER 

lO mw «7 reus LPtMi KtwssTAm! 




eACKiHBsrsR Hi6 
AlREftOV TS.K6N THB 
WAIL FROM THE BOX 
...APMKASB ANO 
A UTTER i 

K1 




HEAVEMS! IT'S TICKING i IT 

WUST BE A Time BomsJ . 






f' HEY, HESTER I 


1 THIS PACKAGE IS 
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y WHAT ARE VOU , 


/TICKING J IT MUST 
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WOOnfJ& Hfif/RIDE5,HESTERi 
VUH PAWS KIEAR WRECKEP 
THie. WEW ALAR^A CLOCK r 

SOT FROM THE WAIL 





NiSHT- -ftS AUNT HESTER SUPS OUT THE 
PROWT DOOR p-^ "^ ^r~ 



WE'LL PUT THIS OLD Tl«ePI6CS 
RI6HT NEX.T TO HIS PILLOW . 

HE'LL JUWP A MILE WHEN 
IT GOES OFF ; 





Half -asleep, gabsv thinks it's a fire alarm . || 
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I'LL TDSS THE 
DAD8URM THIWS 
INTO THE 5TRAW6LER'S 
HAND. THEY'LL 
WEV6R FIWDIT 
THERE---NOBODV 
60ES NEAR THAT 
&POOKV TREE , 



t»H^ The 

UnMnowri 

Bonanza 



Chapter THREE f—f 
m e SECRET IS TOLD 'J j 
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This IS PEBFECT.'NCW WE MN LJRE 
MONTE HBLE flWfiV CROM THE CABIN- 
TO SavE THEe'RL'S LIFE.' HERE'S 
WHAT WE'LL PO AT PtWN — . J- 



I'LL EXPLAIN TO THE 



RISHT, BETTY.' BBCK TO THE 



I ONLY HOPE IT'S NOT TOO LATE AHO 



._, _ . _ ._ . . <D<,. 

PURDY AND COYOTE Cffl. DIPN'T STORM ) 
THE CABIN BY NOW AND WIPE OUT ^ 
THE DDBBINSONS "/ 




%( COME ON.PflRD'IF MY BIM IS TRUE 
" ~ ONE SHOT IS ALL I 
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— TH«T BUSH / IF I BURST ENOUSH Of 
THOSE PODS flNO LET THE FINE SPORES 
SPREAD LIKE DUST, fl FIT OF 
SNSEZING WILL SET 
THE BfiDMEN ' " 
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'.')!• ' 5.'fl\.ALUfi8LE MtDICINflL 
(Jl !. "'hflT SELt-S AS H'CH flS fl 

HiMC :p DoasRS fl pouiip.'vou 

FOUND THE WOODS HERE LOBDEB WITH 
mSREBN eOLO-'WORTH fl FORTUNE.' 
you PtOTTED TO WIPE OUT THE HOME 
STFfiDERS MiO CS5H IN ON IT 




I l O MOW AT YOUn LOCAL KSWSSTANp! IQ ] 



